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went to her and hid her face upon her | you” she Informed Lorelel. “Mr. Mel-
mother's shonlder cher has been eoming here for n long
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Peter Knight, defeated for politicnl of-
fice in his town, decldes to venture New
Yaqrk In order that the fumily foriunes
might banefit by the expected rise of his
charming daughter, Lorele) A well
known critie Interviews Lorejel Knlght,
now stage benuty with Bergman's Hevue
for a special article, Her coln-hunting
mother outlines Lorelel's ambitions, but

Blosson, the press agent. later adds his
Infarmation, lLarelel attends Milllonaire
mmaon's rReous entertalnment Hhe

meoels Morkle, n wenlthy dyspepth Bob

Wharton comes uninyited,

"“.““““‘\“-‘.“‘-"

Adoree Demorest Is a queer
woman. Nobody really knows
anything about her lifes She I8
advertised as vicious merely be-
cause such advertisement at-
tracta attention to her and
money to the theater owner. Her
place In this story makes the
story much better than it would
be otherwise. Pay heed to Ado-
ree's doings.
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CHAPTER IV—Continued.

—

“Why don't you ask Miss Demorest?
She camea with you."”

BRALRTEASEATEAGARERARRS
flrsssssssnsassnanunnn

Wharton sighed hopelessly. “Some-
thipg queer about that Jane. D'you
know what made us late” She went

to mass on the way down.”

“Mass? AL what hour?"

“It was a special midpight serviee
condueted for actors, 1 sat in the taxl
and walted. It dld me a lot of good.”

SBome time Iater Merkle roturned %3
find Bob stil  anlmatedly  talking:
catchiag Lorelel’'s eye, he slgnified o
dadom to speak with her, but she
fonnd it AiMcult to eseape (rom the
Intoxicated yonng man st her slde, At
fant, however, she wsucceeded, and
Jolned her sopper companion at the
Tarther edge of the fountain, where the
tireless caplds still poured waler from
the cornucoplas,

Morkle was watching his friend's
son with a frown,

"You have just left the personifica-
tlon of everything I detost,” ha volun-
teered. “You heard what his father
#nld about ralsing him—dhow he tanght
Bob to drink when'he drank and follow
in his footstepn. Rut that Isn't what
1 want to say to you. Help me feed

these foollsh goldfish while I tnlk."

"D you think anybody would under-
I fan-
cled you and I were the only soher
ones left"

“Somée of the girly are all right"
Merkle oyed Wa companlon closely,
“Don't you drink?"

“I have nothing but my looks,
Wonldn't T be u fool to sacrlfice them "

“You seem to be sensible, Miss
Knight. Something tells me you're
very much the right sort. 1 know

‘reé trying to get abead, and—1 con
help you If you'll help me. I nead an
agent, and 1"l pay a good price to the
right persen.”

© “How mysterious!"

“I'l be plain . That affalr yonder'—
nodded toward Jarvis Hammon and
Lynn-—“strikes you ax n—well,
A fMirtatlon. 1t Is something very

'tl'

> E M for he's in snrfiest, Ho thinks

ig no gpe but bimself with

be s
this esg, and he s willlog to pay

f mm. but m faot I8 he is putting

in perll—me among the
Nobody ouiside of 4 mun's fam-

E’lz the vight to question bis private
long ax it I8 private in its con
when his secret con-

But
m bis business aftairs, when

“Why Don't Yeu Ask Miss Demorest?”

Mt endangers vast interests In which
others are concerned, then his assoct
Do

mtes are entitled to take o hand.
¥ make myself clear?”’

“Perfoctly. But you don't want me;

~ gou want a detective.”

fuside information.”

“My desr child, we have them by
1) 800 We hire them by the year,
they tave told ns all they can,

The girl's answer was made with her
habltual self-poxgesslon.

“I've heard about such things, ['ve
heard about men prying Into each oth-
or's private nffalrs, pretending to be
friends when they were enemies, and
nsing scandal for buslness ends.  Lilns
Lynn is my friend—at Jenst (h a way—
and Mr. Hommon I8 my host, just as
he Is yours, Oh, | know: this lsn't a
conventional party, and I'm not here
a8 a conventionnl guest-<inside the
little coln purse e gave me I8 a hun-
drad-doltar bil—but, just the same, |
don't eare to act aseyour spy."”

Mork®'s grave attention arrested
FLorelel’'s burst of fndigoation,
Wil you belleve me,” he naked,

“when I tell you that Jarvis Hammon
and Hannitbal Wharton are the two
best friends 1 have in the world? This
I« more than a business matter, Miss
Knlght.”

“I enn hardly belleve that.”

“It's true, however; | menn (o serve
Hammon. At the same time | must
serve myself nod ihose who trust me.
I fear-<in fact, I'm sure—that he Is
being nsed.  've learfed things about
Miss Lynn that you may not know,
What yon have told me tonlght adds

to my anxiely, and I most know
more,"

“What, for instance?"

“Her real feeling for him—her inten-
tlons—her relutions with a4 man named
Melchor—"*

“Mnxey Melcher?

“The same. Do you know his busl-
negs "

“J\.‘J."

“He Is n gambler, a polltical power;
n erafty, nnscrupulond fellow who rep-
resents—hig people. By helping me
you ean serve many lnpocent persons,
und, most of all, perbaps, Hammon
himself,”

Lorelel was silent for a moment.
“This 1s8 very unusual' she said at
length, *I don't know whether to be-
Heve you' or not."

“Suppose, then, vou let the matter
rest and keep your eyes open. When
you convinee yourself who means hest
to Jarvie—Miss Lynn and Melcher and
thelr erowd, or I and mine-~mnake your
decision. You may name your own
price.”

“There wounldn't be any price,” she
told him, Impatiently. “I'tl walt."
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““The Silver Horde” Ete.

Author of
“The Iron Trail™
“ The Spoilers”’

Capyraghi, By Harper o Brasberi ”

There wns a swish of garments, a
musical laugh, and Adoree Demorest
wna between them

“I'm madly Jealons, Spnor Roberio,™
fhe exclalmed, “Come, you must danes
once more with me. We'll finleh this
What?' She swayed toward bhim In
sympathy with the music, snapping het
fingera and humming the words of the
sSone

“She—wnalloped me—<like a
the young man stammersd,
ly. “She—

\hl”ﬂr|"
Ifienherent-
wints to see me In the foun-

taln."
“Then Jump in like a gentleman™
laughed the danseuse “But  danece

with me firgt.” Rhe entwined her arms
about him and forced him inte motion,
As ghe danced away she siznaled over
her shoulder to Lorelel, who made
haste to seek the clonkroom

When she emerged John Merkle was
wnltlng In the hall. A shout of langh-
ter gchoed from the bangquet hall, and
she started.

“That's nothing," Metrkle told
“Bob Wharton |8 in the fountaln.
snya he's a goldfiah.”

CHAPTER V.

her,
Ele

‘No mnatter how chuotie the general
household schedule, Lorelel was nlways
askurad of ten hours' dleep, a dalnty
breakfast upon rising, and a substan-
tial meal befors theater time. Her

mother gaw (o it that this program was

Merkle bowed, “I ean trust your
diseretion, Thank you for listening to |
me, and thank you for belng agreeable |
to an irascible old dyspeptio. WL yon |

you're ready ?”

“T'm ready now."

But as Lorelel made her way nnob-
truslvely toward the closkroom she ene
countered Robert Wharton, who barred
her path,

“Fairy P'rincess, you run away,"
declarsd, necusingly.

“I'm leaving.” Bhe saw that his In-
toxicatlon had reached & more ad-
vaneed stage, s chicoks were flushed ;
his eyes were wild and unstendy.

“Good news! The night I young:
wa'll watch It grow up.”

“Thank you, no. I'm golng home.”

“A common mistake. Others have
tried and falled,” With extreme grav-
ity he focusod his gaze upon lier, say-
ing, “Home s the one place that our
mayor can't close.”

Bhe extended her hand. “Good night.”

“1 don't uwnderstand, Speak Eng-
ligh."

“Good night”

Wharton's countenance darkened un-
pleasantly, and his voles was rough.
“Where'd you learn that loe? It's
country stuff. We'll leave when I'm
ready. Now we'll have a trot"

The wusle was  playing; other
conples were danclog, and he seized
Cher in his arms, whivrling her away., In
Cnud oui among the chaire he plloted o
tHxmy course, while she yielded reluct.
untly, consclous, meanwhile, that Ado-
ree Domorest was watching them with
Interest,

For gn interval Wharton said noth.
Ing: then, with a change of tone, he
| murmured o her ear: “1’yon think 1'd
fet you spoll the whole night? Can't
{ yon see I'm craey nbout yout"

Lovelel endeavored to free herself
from his embruoce, but he clntched her
the tighter and lnughed Insolently

“Nothing ke n good ‘turkey' to get
acguainted, Is there? We're going to
danee il we're old folks"”

She continued to struggle: they were
out of atep and out of time, but he
held her away from hlmsell casily,
bending n bhot glance upon her up-
turned face, EBhe saw that he was
panting and doubly drunk with her
" mearness.  “Don't fight. Uve got you."

Bhe was amiling falntly, out of habit,
but mistaking her expression, he drew
her close once more, then burled his
face In her neck and klssed her just at
the tuarn of her bare shoulder

Then she tore herself away, and his

ho

fingers leaving their fmprint on his
vheek.

were white with fury, though she con
tinued to smile.

permit me to drive you lome when |

triumphant langh was cnt short as she
slapped him resoundingly, her stinging

Her eyes were flaming and her lips

“Hare! What &'voun mean by that?' | reading.  “The older they are. the
he erled, 5 softer they get. Toke It from me, on
She silenced him shamly: “Hush!| the word of a volunteer fireman, Lilas
member you broke In here, 1'd like | will cash In on him guicker than you

Panswens.

“What D'you Mean by
Cried.

That?*

MHe

rell_uamlsly ndhered to.  Irrespective,
iiso, of her careless (disregurd of social
appolntments, she was never permit
ted to miss one with the halrdresser,
the municure, the masseuse, or the
dozen and one other beauty speciniists
who form as Important an adjunct to
the slage womnan's career as to that of
the woman of fashion. All this was a
vital part of that plan to which the
mother had devoted herself. No race-
horse on the eve of a Derby was
groomed more carefully than this bud-
ding woman. 1In preparing her for
masculine conquest (he cotire family
took # hand. Her prospeets, her ne
tlons, her trivmphs, were the maln
tople of conversation; all other Inter
ety were sabordinated to the matrl-
monlal quest npon which ghe had em-
barked, and the three  conspirntors
lived In n constant state of eager ex-
pectation over Lorelel's fortunes,

over o midday breaktast, nnd Lorelel,
according to custom, was recounting
the lucldents of the previons evening

“It's too bad you guarreled with Mr
Wharton," Mrs., Kplght commented,
when ghe heard the il story of Hom
mon’s party. “He'll dislike you now,”

The girl shrugged daintily, “ITe was
drunk and fresh., 1 can't beur a8 man
In such a condition.”

“You shouldn't antagonlze a man
Hke him, my dear, #Heo's single, at
least; and paturally be's impulsive, ko
all those young milllonaires."

“Fob Is an alcoholle
#o Mr. Merkle sald.”

Jim, who was Immersed In the morn.
ing paper, spoke from his chalr nesr
the window,

“Why don't you go after Merkle him-
solf, sls? Fasy picking, these bank
era.”

He's no good,

.

Mother and dnughter were loltering |

“How do you know? inguired bis
ister,

“Mayhbe I got the dogearsd dope,
mocked the brother. “Maybe Max Mel-
ohier tald me, Aunybow, you eould land
Merkle josat as easy If you'd declare
Max In."

“Now, Jim,"” protested Mra,
“I won't let you put
her  head You and—that gang of
yours—nee full of tricks, but Lorelai's
decent, and she’s golug to stay decent.
You'd get everybody Iln Jull ot in the
newspapers."”

“Honse Masey ever boen In jall?
‘Tony the Barher? No,
haven't, and they never will be. This
Jall fnlk Is funny, Just wall and see
how eaxy Lilas gota hers, Of course,

K night,
siuch ideas Into

Iins
you bet they

“What Are You Two Planning?” In-
quired Lorelei.

if Lorelel eould marry Wharton, that
would bé different, but he's no sucker,”

“How Is Lilas goiug to get hers?"
Insisted Lorelel,

“Wait and see”
s paper,

“She’'ll pever marry him.
him.”

Jim laughed, and Lis sister broke out
irritably:

“Why be so mysterious?  Anybody
wonld think you'd robbed & bank."

Jim looked up again, and this time
with a scow!l, *“Well, every time I
vome through with a suggestion ma
crubg 1t. What's the use of talking
to a palr of haymakers like you, any-
how? 1 could grab a lot of coin for us
if you'd let me. Why, Maxey has been
after me a dozen times gbout you, but
I knew you wounldn't stand for it.”
“Blackmall, eh?"
Jim was highly (sgusted. “What's
the difference how you pronounce it?
It spells K-a-le, and It takes a good-
looking girl to pull off a deal in this
town. All right—play for Bob Whar-
ton. I'd like to meet him, though; he
ctin do me a lot of good,”
“How 7"
“Well, he dropped eight-four hundred
In Hebling’s Sixth avenue Joint the
other night. Maxey owns a place on
Forty-sixth street where the sky is the
Hmit."
His sister was staring at him curl-
onsly, She had voleed misgivings con-
cerning his activities of late, bat Jim
had never satisfied her inguiries, Now
she asked, "What ls your share?"
The yonng man laughed a lttle un-

James returned to

She hates

T don't wunt to Iw unkind.” she
murmured, "t gometimes 'y slek
with dlxpgnst, and then again 'm
frightened. Al the men | meet are
heasts, That whole party wad sorilil
atd mean-—old men debnking with girls
antd pawing them ovel Mr, Merkle
wis the only nice opne there,” The
mother was dlemayed to feol her |

daughter shiver

I “"Good Lord! You people make me

sk, erled Jim, vising and making for
his room. “Auybody'd think you'd
been Insulted."

When he had gone Mre. Kunight |

asked, necusingly:

“Lorelef, are you In love?"

“No, why

“NYou've anld some queer (hings Inte-
Iy. Yow've worried me.
never be tempied to do anything so-—
to be foolish. 1 don’t Intend to let you
make n mexs of things by marrying
some chorus man, When the right per
son domes along you'll accept him, then
you'll never have te worry again. But
you must be careful.”

“IDo you think I'd be happy with a
man like Mr. Wharton?

“Why not? Yon'd at least be ricl,

can? If yon sccepted some poor boy
he'd probahly turn out to be & drunk-
ard and a lonfer, just like Wharton Is
| now.” She sighed. “1'd like to see
| ¥ou settled; we could take Peter to a
| specinlist, and maybe he could be
curedl,. We ecould go abroad und get
the help of those German Surgeons,
I've always wanted to travel.”

When Lorelel reached the theater
that evening she found Lilns Lynn en-
tertanining n ealler who had been more
than onee in her thonghts during the
| day. Miss Lynn's vigltor was a well-
tallored man who gave a first lmpres-
glon of extreme physical neatness. He
way Immaculate ln attive, hls skin was
fine, his color fresh: a palr of small,
imperturbable eyeg were set In a smil:
ing face beneath a prematurely gray
head. Muax Meleher was a figure on
Brogdway; he had the entree to All the
stage doora; he frequented the popular
onfes, where he surrounded himself
with men. Always affable, usunlly at
lelgure, Invarinbly obliging, he had
many friends,

At Lorelel's entrance he smiled and
nodded without rising, then continued
hizs earnest conversation with Miss
Lynn. None of their words were an-
dible to the last comer until Melcher
ros¢ to leave: then Lllas halted him
with a nervous lnugh, saying:

“Remember, If it doesn't go,
Joke, and | run to cover.”

“It will go,” he told her, u|uh=lh. as
he strolled out.

“What are vou two planuing?' Iu-
quireil Lorvalel.

“Nothing. Mnax drops In regulariy;
he nsed to be sweet on me.” Lilas
completed bher makep, then fidgeted
nervoualy,  "Gee!" she presently ox-
claimed, “I'm tired of this business.
We're fools to stay in It. Think of
Atinntie City on a night ke this, or
the monntains. This heat has com-
pletely unstrung me."  She ruommaged
through the confusion on her table,
then Inquired of the dresser, “Croft,
where are my white gloves?”

“They haven't come back from the
cleanet’s,” Mrs. Croft answered,

“Not back? ‘Them you aAidn’t
them when I told you. You're getting
altogether shiftless, Croft.  When 1
tell yon to do a thing I want it done.”

“I hope I drop dend if—"

“I hope you do." snapped the Indig-

its a

sendl

nant girl. “I told you to altend to
them: now I've nothlng but soiled
ones.™

The dresser began to weep silently.
She was a =mall, timid old woman,
upon whose manifest need of employ-

before.  Her forgetfulness had
been a (rlal to both her employers,

“Thut's right: turn on the food-
gates,” mocked Lilas. “Youn stop that
sniveling or I'll give you something to
ery for. I'm nervons enough tonight
withont bhaving vou In hysterics. Re-
member, if It ever happens ngain you'll
go-—and you'll take something with
vou to think about.,” Selzing the clean-
ot pair of gloves at haml, she flung
ont of the room in a fine fury.

“You won't let her—fire me? 1 need
work, 1 do.”" guavered Mrs., Croft

“Now, now, Don't mind her temper.

comfortably. “Forty per cent. That's
usunl. If he's going to gamble some
where I might as well be in on L™

The girl's next words, bawever, left
ne doubt a8 to her feelings.

*You're a fine specimen, aren’t yon "
Her lp curled; mother and son started
nt the hitterness of the tone. “TTgh!
What & mess you've made of things,
Two years ago we were decent, nmd
now—" Lorelel's voice broke; her
eyea fllmed over with toars, “1'd give
an¥thing In the world if we were nll
| back in Vale. It took only two yeurs
of the city to apoll us.”

Jim also hind come home ln the still
hourg of the night before and was now
resting preparatory to his dally battle
with the world, Just how the struggle
woent or where It was waged the others
kuew not ut all,

His mother shook her head
old men nrve all alike,
will never marry Lilas

“Is that s0?" Jamesa abandoned hia

“Those
Mr. Hummon

think. 1 kuow™

tff see you lo that foustain

|l It all for you. But we're not com:
plalning.” Mra. Knight put added feesl-
ing Inte her worda. “We don't want
you to lve the way we've bhad to live:
we want you to be vich and to have

things. After all we've done: after all
Lpum' Peter has suffered-
“PDon't!™ erled the .:Ir! falteringly.

“I think of hbm every hour”
“He lan't the sort that complaios. 1

behave as you do and make i bharder
for uve Mrs, Knight aiffed and

You know Lilas {8 excliable™
“Excitable?™ Croft wiped red eyes
with a corner of her apron.
what you ecall 1t? 1I'll be glad if her
milllonaire takes her ont of the bnsi
noss, Hke thinks he will. Poor
man! He's laying up tronble for him-
solf, that he ls. She'll Inand him in the
divorce conr
toginphs,™

she

conglder it very thoughtless of you to

wiped #er eyes, wherenpon Lovelel |

Lorelol swung arossd from her mip-

ror, “YWhat do you menn?™
“Oly, 1 beurd ber 2nd thatl Jew-—that
Maxey Melcher. They've got a pho-

togrupher and witnesges. Your hrother
I# one of 'vin"

“Ha! BRelter try Vale again, You'd [ «Jim¥% What—"
end in a stealghtjucket if you dld. You “It's true. I's n bad erowd Mister
think you could go back, but you| jim's in with. And there's something |
conldu’t —nobody can  after they've | e i the abr.  MUDwis it 18, And her
had a taste of the eity.” saying she'll hox my ears. ‘U'be hussy!
“I'e all wrong. The whole thing | I've heard 'em talking before tonight!”
Is—rotten. Sometimes 1 hate myself.” “Tell me everything, Croft—qguickly.”
Lorelel choked, “I buve. Only you better warn your
Mrs, Knlght spoke rveproviagly. | brothey--" |
“Don't be slily, dear. You know wa The asslstant stage mannger thrust

hizs head through the curtalns,
Ing: "Your oue, Miss Knpight
the devil—"
With a gasp,
feet

ghout-
What

Lorelel leaped
and fled from the voom,

o' her

CHAPTER VI,

,  Lorelel dld not secure another word
{ nlone with the dresser untll the middle
of the aecond act, by which time Mrs,
Il'mﬂ. wis ber own colorless, work
worn gelf once more,

“1 don't kuow wo more than I teld |

I hope you'll |

and if rieh people can't be happy, who |

ment Lorelel had taken plty some time
long |

“In that

with her fash-llght pho- |

time, and he always tnlks about Mr
Hommon, 've henrd enongh to know
that him and bher s after Lls money
milllong of It Mister Jim can tall yon
everytliing—"Mra, Croft broke off her
narrative suddenly, and Mise Lynn her
welf burst Into the room, panting from
a swift run up the stalrs

‘Quick, Croft! Don't be all thnmba
now.” Bhe tossed a sealed lettor upon
| her table, rapidly nnhooked her dreas,
stepped out of i, and then seated her
self, extending ber feet for a change
| of slippers. 8he took the moment to
open and read hor note

Lorelel looked unp from her sewing
at a little ery of rage from Lilas. Miss
Lynn had torn the message into bita

and flung it from her; her oyes were
blazing.
' "The jdlot!" she crisd. furiously, ris-

Ing so abruptly as almost to upset Mrs,
| Croft,

“What Is it?"

“l—must telephone—quick! T must;

or—Lorelel, dear, will you do/ me n
favor? Run down to the door and tele-
phone for me? 1 won't be off again
| tHl the curtnin, and that will be too
late” Lorelel rose obedlently. “That's
a dear. Call Tony the Barber's place—
| I=I've forgotten the number—any-
| how, you enn find it, and ask for Max.
| Tell him it's off: he can't come.”

“Who can’t come? Max?

“No. Just say., ‘Lilas sends word
that it's off; he ean't come.” He'll un.
derstand. There's my cue now., I'll
do ns muech for you." Lilas was off
with a rush, and Lorelel hastened
after her, speculating vaguely as to
the cause of all this anxiety. As Lo
relel hurried down the passageway n
man In evening dress turned, and she

recognized Robert Wharton,
“Yon nare sent from bheaven!"™ he
eried, at sight of her. “1 enter out of

the night and unburden my heart to
this argus-eyved watchman, and, lo!
you comé®™iying ir answer to my wish,
Quick service, Judge, In appreclation
of your telepathy I present you with
some lumbago cure,” He tossed a
bany note to Regad, who snatched it
engerly on the fly.

Lorelel forestalled further words,
“Please—I must telephone. [ go on
In & minate™

“Fairy Princess, last night T was a
goldfish; tonight I am an enchanted
lover—*'

“Walt: I'm In a hurry.” She
thumbed the telephone book swiftly In
senrch of her nomber, but young
Wharton was not to be slienced.

“Tell him It's all off,”" he command-
ed. “Yon can't go; [ won't let you.
Promise.” He lald a hand upon the
telephone and eyed her gravely."

“Dion’t be silly. 'm telephoning for
someone else”

“That's exactly what we can't per-
mit. The ‘someone else' is here—I'm
It.”

“I slapped you last night;
to do It aguin,” Lorelel
sharply.

“Something whigpered that yon did,
and all day long T have been angry:
but tonight 1 come with another pur-
pose, Ontside Is a chariot with ninety
horses—French rating—champing at
the throttle. We are golng away from
here."

“You're drunk agaln, Mr. Wharton?"

He glanced at the clock over Re-
gan's hend and shook his head in ne
gntlon. “It's only ten-twenty. In two
hours from now—"

“tiive me that ‘phone.”

“Promise to tell him it's all o™

She smiled. “All right. I'll nse
those very words,

Wharton hesitated.

“I'm golng to tell

I promise
told him,

“l trust you.”
him he ean't

///// ///

| “Tonight | am an Enchanted Lover—"

come,”" she spld, holding out her bhand.
Once the instrument was hers she
| ascillated the hook with nervous fin-
| ige
her delay. Wharton, ns on the evenlng
before, carried his Intoxieation with un
alr, He was steady on his feet, im-
mgeulate in dress, punctillous in de-
meanor; only his reving, reckless eye
betrayed his unnatural exhilaration.

"“““““““““““.]

Young Wharton may be a
drunkard—nay, he is & qrunkard
—but he has also a kehn sense
of humor'and unquenchable op-
timism. Don't you like him in
spite of his low habits?

R R R R R R
fassssssssuns

|
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(TO BE CONTINUED.)

er, staring donbtfully at the cause of '

e




